
A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS 
the big, new 144-page book 



CAL SMITH on 

MODEL BUILDING 


mm 


All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 

As a writer, designer, illustrator and 
winning contestant. Cal Smith packs over 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 

His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to < 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING .. .today! 



at your local newsstand 754 


FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. C-6, Greenwich, Connecticut. Order number 139 
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> HOWDY, CHIEF GRAY MATTER. 1 JL 

EVERYBODY SAYS YOU'RE THE 
SMARTEST HOMBRE AROUND HERE' 
. MAYBE YUH CAN SETTLE AN 
7 ARSUMENX_FOR US/r——' / L, 


, PR.OOf^ 


definite 


KNOW/ HE SAV5j 


OPINION INSECTS FO 
ANP I THINK I HAVE, 


HAT MOTHS 
THE RAO// 
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rw^HINGS are pretty doggone tame out here 
in the West nowadays and a man isn’t 
likely to get himself killed unless he happens 
to run into a grizzly or a pack of wolves or a 
. .stampede. Of course, if you aren't careful you 
might get yourself shot or knifed, but I reckon 
a thing like that might happen most anywhere. 

Now the reason this territory is so plumb 
civilized today is this: None other than yours 
truly,'Gabby Hayes, made it so! If ’tweren’t 
for me, there wouldn’t be a human critter alive 
anywheres from here to the border. Pull up a 
log near the fire here, set yourself, and I’ll 
tell yuh all! 

It all commenced one day when Wild Bill 
Saddlebottom, the pony express rider, came 
\ a-galloping into Rawhide yelling, “To the 
hills, men! The redskins are coming!” 

Those days I was even younger than I am 
now, but everybody looked up to me as a leader. 

. Wild Bill dismounted and got down on his 
knees and peered under the porch where I 
happened to be. He said, “The redskins are 
. coming, Gabby, but they won’t be along for 
about a month.” 

“You sure?” I asked bravely. 

“Sure,” he responded timidly. “They just 
started their war dance and you know it is the’ 
custom of the tribe to dance from one full 
moon to the next before starting a war.” 

I wriggled out from my perch beneath the 
porch, explaining that somebody thought there 
w^s a rattlesnake under there and I had fear- 
* lessly crawled in to sting the reptile. 

After hearing Wild Bill’s story, the mayor 
^called a meeting in the town hall, which was 
also the loft of the hay and grain store. The 
meeting was limited to the bravest, most intel¬ 


ligent men in Rawhide, but I got in anyway. 
To make a long story short, it seemed like the 
Indians were determined to massacree the pale 
faces. Then all the pale faces would be duty 
bound to massacree the Indians. And vice 
versee, until there wouldn’t be anybody left 
on the plains but a couple o’ coyotes! 

Wild Bill stood up and w^ved his arms. He 
said, “It’s up to every able-bodied man here 
to strap on his guns and go forth to get killed 
by them redskins.” 

“Balls of fire!” I exclaimed quietly. “Why 
don’t we palaver with our Indian brothers and 
call off this needless bloodshed?” 

“That’s just the trouble, we can’t palaver!” 
said Wild Bill, and he went on to explain. 
Seems like none of the Indians of that par- 
tickler tribe could understand our lingo. And 
none of us could understand the Indian lingo! 

I stood up and said, “Gents, I have usually 
found that the only reason for fighting is a 
misunderstanding. Now if somebody would go 
and study up on the Indian language, we could 
talk to those critters and everybody would live 
happily ever after, especially me.” 

“They have a very complicated language,” 
said Wormley T. Bookbinder, the school¬ 
master. “No man could understand it unless he 
grew up with the tribe.” 

Just at that point, Dr. Lance deGizzard stood 
up in the back row. He said, “Friends, I believe 
I can arrange to have someone grow up with 
the tribe—in less than a month’s time!” 

Well, the doc knew how to cure everything, 
including rigor mortis and backgammon, so 
we listened attentively to what he said. Seems 
like he had been experimenting with torts 
and retorts, and had invented a pill that would 
turn a grown man into a little baby—but with 
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this difference: He would retain his grown-up 
brain, and he would return to his normal age 
and size after the pill wore off, which would 
take a few days. 

After they seized me, bound me arm and 
leg, and forced one of the pills down my 
throat, I volunteered. Next thing I knew, I 
was a little baby and had been smuggled into 
the Indian camp. I was left on the doorstep of 
the teepee belonging to Chief Bathing Bare. 

The chief, returning from the war dance to. 

turned to his Squaw, Red Herring, and ejacu¬ 
lated, “Ugh?” i 

, "How come you say Ugh?” she asked. 

The chief pointed at me and responded, 
“First papoose I ever saw with a set of 
whiskers!” 

(You understand, of course, that they were 
really talking Indian language and I have 
translated it for you.) 

“It is strange,” she responded, “but he is 
kind of cute, if you like bearded babies.” 

“We will adopt him,” declared the chief. 
“We’ll name him B^rush-in-the-Mush!” 

Whilst the chief went back to his war. danc¬ 
ing, Red Herring packed me a lunch and sent 
me to school where I learned the language in 
no time at all. As I say, my body was only as 
big as a baby, but I had a mind like a grown 

When I got home from school that night, I 
said to my adopted ma, “I want to talk to 
papa!” 

She said, “Hush, Brush-in-the-Mush! Little 
papoose cannot talk to great chief. It is against 
tribal law!”' - 

“Balls of fire!" I ekclaimed. "I’ve got to talk 
to him! I’ve got to prevent a war!" But she 
thought it was only childish prattle and she 
wouldn’t even let me get near the chief. So 
the days went by and the braves were getting 
daubed up with war paint antj honing their 


arrowheads and practising up hollering “Eeee- 
yah!” I commenced to worry that I’d never be 
able to prevent the massacree. 

Then on the very day that they were going ' 
to start on the warpath, I sato my chance. Some : 
brave happened to lay. down his bow and arrer 
while he tied his mocassin laces. I picked up 
the weapon and let fly at the chief, who hap- ' 
pened to have his back turned. He hollered, 
“Eeee-yah!” without practising, and jumped a ' 
foot. Then he came running toward me shout- 
ing. “Who did that?” 

I said, “Pardon me—my arrer!” 

■ “You?” he exclaimed. 

“Yes, paw," I said. “I had to get your atten- ■ 
tion some way. I wanted to tell you to call off jjS 
the war because the (>ale faces really want to ' 
be friendly.” 

“How you know so much? You only little o 
baby.” 

“No I’m not. I’m a great big feller!” 

He looked down at me and said, “Ugh! You ^ 
crazy baby! Me tend to you when me gettum ’ 
back from war path.” 

'■''HE CHIEF turned to go but luckily at 
* that very moment the pill started wear, 
ing off and I commenced to. grow back to my . 
normal size. In less than thirty seconds I got 
to be six feet tall! This sort of surprised the 
Indians. They thought it rather unusual. And 
while they were asking me questions about 
rtiy "magic,” I was able to convince them that 
they should call off their war. 

And that’s why the redmen and .the white 
men hereabouts are friends to this day. Folks 
can get along peaceable if they understand 
each other! 

THE END 


Laugh at the antics of GABBY HAYES in 
future issues of GABBY HAYES WESTERN 
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CABS? HAYES 
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-* FOR RIDING THAT RIPS ACROSS TH€ RANGE LIKE A PRAIRIE FIRE 
WATCH THIS MAN... 

* FOR GUN-TOTING JUSTICE AGAINST VICIOUS OUTLAWRY 

WATCH THIS MAN... 
+ FOR THE BLAZINGEST WESTERN-ACTION THRILLS OF ALL TIME 
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BECOME , 


MY QUESTIONS ‘ 
REMAIN 


FALCON REACHES MOON RIOGE. 


PERHAPS HERE- IS WHERE 
THE HARMLESS TUMBLE WEEP 
BECOMES TAE INSTRUMENT 
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A BATTLE ROYAL/ 


1 & £'!S< isr * >x 

I CHEAPfM/HWCASH ^d| 
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FoIIowthe 

STARS 

* MOTION PICTURE 

d Television Magazi 



It gives you the latest Hollywood news, romances, gossip 
and stories... plus swell EXCLUSIVE FULL-COLOR 
PHOTOS of your favorite movie actors and actresses. 


EVEN 

THE STARS 
READ IT! 







Popular Piper Laurie and 
Rock Hudson enjoy a 25-year- 


MOTION PICTURE 

and Television Magazine 




Buy it at your newsstand every month . . .only 15g 














